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Famous Hiſtoric of 


Sir Thomas W yat, 


Enter Northamberland and 
Suffolke. 
Souff: 
Ak A Ow fares the o- . wy Lord? 
| Nor: Is) ſpeakes he cheerely ? 
| — F4 Euen as a dying man, whole life, 


i Like to quick lightning, which is 
| [y 3 no ſooner ſeeve, but is extinC, 
| Suf. IR Is the Kings will confirm d ? 
| Nor : I, thats the point that we [euel at. 
But oh, the confirmation of that will, tis all, tis alL 
Saff: That will confirme my Daughter Queene, 
Nor. Rigbt,& my Sonne is marricd to your daughter, 
My Lord, in an euen plaine way, I will 
Deriue the Crowne vnto your Daughters head. 
What though the King hath left behinde, 
Two Siſters, lawfull and immediate heires, 
To ſucceed him in his Throane, Lyes it not 
In our powers to contradict it ? 
Haue we not the King and Counſels hands vnto i ? 
Tur, wee ſtand high in mans opinion, 


And the worldes broad eye. 
A 2 Enter 
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Enter Sir Thomas Wat. , 
» Suff. Here comes Sir Thomas Wyar. 
Nor: Sir Thomas booted and ſpur'd, whether away ſo 
faſt ? 
WWiat, It bootes me not to ſtay, 
When in this land rebellion beares ſuch ſway. 
Gods will, a Court ! Tis chang d 
Since Noble Henrias daics. 
You haue ſet your handes ynto a will, 
 Awill you well may call it: 
So wi!s Northumberland : 
So wils great Suffolke, 
Againſt Gods will, to wrong thoſe Princely Maides. 
Nor. Will you not ſubſcribe your hand with other of 
the Lords ? 
Not with me, that in my handes, 
Surpriſe the Soueraigntie ? 
Wyar, Tle damb'd my ſoule for no man, no for no man, 
Who at doomes day muſt anſwere for my finne ? 
Not you, nor you my Lordes. 
Who nam'de Queene Iane in Noble Hemwries daies? 
Which of you all durſt once diſplace his iſſue ? 
My Lords, my Lords, you whet your kniues ſo ſharp, 
To carue your meate, 
That they will cut your fingars. 
The ſtrength is weakenefle that you build ypon, 
The King is ficke, God mend him, I, God mend him: 
Bur were is ſoule from his pale body free, 
Adieu my Lords, the Court no court for me, Exit Fat. 
Nerth, Farwell, I fearethee not, 
The ly is angrie, buthee wants a ſting, 
And all the Counſell : onely this peruerſe 
And peeuiſh Lord, hath onely deny'd his hand 
Tothe inueſting of your princely Daughter. 
Hee's idle, and wants power. 
Our Occan ſhall theſe petty brookes devoure, 
TOE) Heere 


— 


of Sir Thomas VVyar. 
Heere comes his Highneſſe DoRer. 


Enter Doltor., hs 


Sf: How fares his Highneſſe ? 

De: His body is paſt helpe. 

We haue left our praticeto the Diuines, 
That they may cure his ſoule 

Arn: Palit vhifickes helpe, why then paſt hope of life, 
Heere comes his Highneſſe Preacher : 

Life reuerent man, 
Enter preacher, 

Pre. Life, life, though death his body doediſſeuer, 
Our King hues withthe King of heauen for ever. 

Nor. Dead ! ſend for Heralds, call me Purſcuants, 
Wher's the King at armes ?in eucrie market towne 
Proclaime Queene Love, 

S»ff. Beſttotake the opinion of the Counſell, 

Nort. You are tootimorous. We in our ſclues 
Are power ſufficient : the King being dead, 

This hand ſhall place the Crowne 

On Queene {aver head, 

Trumpets and Drums, with your notes reſound, 

Her royal name,that mult in ſtate be Crown'd £xeiit Ons 
Enter Guilford and lane. 

Gail: Our Couſen King is dead. 

lan: Alafſe, how ſmall an Vrne containes a King ? 
He that ruld all, even with his princely breath, 

Is forc'd to —_ now tothe | _—_ of death. 
Heard you not the proclamation ; 

Gui: Theareofit, and 1 piue creditto it 

What great men feare to be, 

Theirteares grow greater. 

Our Fathers grow ambitious, 

And would force ys ſaile in mightie tempeſts, 
And are not Lordes of what they doe poſleſle.. 
Ate not thy thoughts as great ? ” 
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Lin, Thave no thoughts ſo ranke, ſo growne to head, 
As are our Fathers pride, 
Troth I doe 1nioy a Kingdome hauing thee, 
And ſo my paine be proſperous in that, 
What care I though a Sheep-cote be my Pallace 
Or faireſt roofe of honovr, 
Gui. Sec how thy blood keepes courſe with mine z 
Thou muſt be a Queene, ayc me /a Queene, 
The flattering belles that ſhrilly ſound 
At the Kings funerall with hollow heartes, 
Will cowardly call thee Soueraigne : 
For indeed thou would prooue but anV ſurper.(golde? 
lan, Who would weare fetters though they wereall of 
Or to be ſicke, though his faint browes 
For a wearing Night-cap, wore a Crowne, 
Thou muſt aſſume, atytle that goes on many feet, 
But tis an office, wherein the heartes, of Schollers, 
And of Souldiers, will depend ypponthy Hearle, 
Were this rightly ſcand, | 
Wee ſcarce ſhould finde a King in any Land. 
Enter Armndell. 
Arun, Honor and happy rcigne 
Attend the new Mateſlic of England. 
Lan : To whome my Lord bends this your Aue. 
Arun. To your grace dread Soueraigne, 
You are by the Kings will, and the conſent 
Ofall the Lords, choſen for our Queene. 
lan: O God ! methinkes you fing my death, 
In parts of muſickes lowdnes, 
Tis not my turneto riſe, 
Emer Northumberland, Suffolke with the Purſe 
and the ( Mace, with otacr's (tongue 
Nor : The voice ofthe whole Land-ſpeakes in my 
It is concluded your Maieſtic muſt ride 
From hence vntothe Tower : there toſtay 


VYntill your Coronation, 
lan. O 


of Sir Thomas Wyar. 


Iam: O God ! 
Suff. Why fighes y_ Maieſtie? * 
Ian: My Lord and Father, Ipraytell me, 
Was your Fathers Father ere a King ? 
Suff Neucr, and it like your grace, 
lan: Would I might ſtill continue of his lyne, 
Not trauell in the s 4 
It is often ſcene, the heated blood | 
That couets to beroyall, leaues offere it be noble, 
My learned carefull King, what, muſt we goe ? 
Gui, We muſt, | 
Tar, Thenitmuſt be ſo, | 
Nov, Set forward then, | 
e A dead march, and paſſe round the ſtage, and 
Gailſerd ſpeaker. I. 
The Towre will be « place of ample ſtate, | 
Some lodgings init, will like dead mens ſculs, | 
Remember vs offrailty. 
Gui, We are led with pompe topriſon, | 
 Opropheticke ſoule, 
Lo we aſcend into our chaires of State, 
Like funerall Coffins, in ſome funerall | 
Pompe deſcending to their graues.Burt we muſt on. | 
How can we farewell, to keep our Court : 
Where Priſoners keepe their caue ? 
A floriſh. Exemnt Ommes. R 


: 
| 
| 


Enter 1 weene Mary with a Prayer Booke in her 
haid, like a Ns. 

. Thus like a Nun, not like a Princeſſe borne, 
Deſcended from the Royall Henri loynes : 
Liuc TI inuirond in a houſe of ſtone, }! 
My Brother Edward liues in pompe and ſtate, \\ 
I ina manſion here all ruinate, | 
Their rich attire, delicious banquetrting : 


Theix ſeuerall pleaſures, all their pride and honou G 
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I haue forſaken for arich prayer Booke, 
The Golden Mines 6 gy India, 

Is all as drofſe compared to thy ſweetneſſe, 
Thou art the ioy, and comfort of the poore, 
The cuerlaſting blifle in thee we finde, 

This little volume incloſed in this hand, 

Is richer then the Empire of this land, 


Enter Sir Henry Bening field, 
Ben, Pardon me Madam, that ſo boldly 
I preſſe into your Chamber. I ſalute your 
Highneſſe with the high ſtile of Queene, 
Aar. Queene! may it be ? 
Or ieſt you at my lowring milerie, 
Ben: Your BrotherKing is dead, 
And you the Catholicke Queene muſt now ſuceede. 
Mar. 1 ſremy God, at length hath heard my prayer. 
You Sir Harry, for your glad tydings, 
Shall be held in honour and due regard, 
Enter Sir Thomas Wyat. 
Wiat, Healthto the Lady Mary. 
Mar, And why not Queene, Sir Thomas ? (land 
Wia: Aske that of Suffalke duke,& great Northumber- 
Who in your eede hath Crown'd another. 
Alar, another Queene, Sir Thomas, wee altue? 
The true immedidee -heires of our dread Father. 
Wia: Nothing moretrue then that ? 
Nothing more qgruethen you are the true heire, 
Come leaucthis Cloyſter and be ſtene abroad, 
Your verie ſight, will ſticre the peoples hearts, 
And make them cheerely, for Queene Maries crie. 
One comfort I can tell you : the tenants of the Dukes 
Northumberland and Suffolke denide their ayde, 
Intheſe vnlawfull armes : to all the Counſcll | 


- = ide my hand, and for King Herries Ifſuc full will 
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* of Sir Thomas Wyat. © 


Aary : Your Counſell, good fir Thomas, is ſopi 
That I am woon fo like it. : : OR, 
Wis: Come let vs ftretght from hence, 
From Framingham : 
Cheere your ſpirits, 
Ilerothe Dukes at Cambridge, and diſchargethem all: 
Proſper me God in theſe aftaires, 
Ilou d the Father well, I lou'd the Sonne, 
And for the Daughter I through death will run. Fxexnt 
Onmmes, 
Enter Northumberland, Suffolke, Bret and 
ſouldrers., 
Nor; Wher's Captaine Bret; 
Bre: Heere my Lord. 
Suff: Are all our numbers full ? 
Bre: Theyare my Lord. 
Suff: Sce them arain'd, I will ſet forward ſtreighe. 
Ner : Honorable friends, and native peeres, 
That haue choſen me to be the leader of theſe martiall 
troopes, to march againſt the iſter 
Ot our late dead Souertigne. 
Bcare witnefſe of my much vawillingneſſe, 
In furthering theſe attemps, 
I rather joy tothinke vpon our ancient victories 
Againſtthe French and Spaniard, 
Whole high pride we leneld with the waves of brittifh 
Dying the hauen of Brit: with guiltie blood, ( ſhore 
T+i! all che Harbor ſeem'd a languine poole : 
Or we defire theſe armes, we are How to warre 
CGainſt the perfidious northernenemie, 
Who trembling at our firſt ſhocke voice and fight, 
Like cowards turn'd their backes with ſhametull flight, 
Rut thoſe rich ſpoiles are paſt : we are now to goe, 
Being natiue friends, againſt anatiue foe. 
In your hands we leaue the Queene elected, 
Ec hath ſeiſuxe of the o—_ 
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If you be confident, as you haue ſworne 
Yourſclues true liege mento her highneſle, 

She no doubr, with royall fauour will remunerate 
The leaſt of your deſertes. Farwell 

My teares into your boſomes fall, 

With one imbrace I doc include you all, 

Aru :My Lord,moſt lou'd, with what a mourning heart 
T rake your farwell, let the after ſignes 
Of my imployment witneſle. I proteſt. 

Did not the facred perſon of my Queene, 
Whoſe weale I x 2 as my ſoules cheefe bliſle, 
Vrge my abode, I would not thinke it ſhame 
Totraile a pike where you were generall, 

Burt wiſhes are in vaine, I am bound to Ray, 
And vrgent buſineſle calls your grace away. 
See, onmy knees I humbly take my leaue, 

And ſtcep my wordes withteares, 

Nor, Kinde Arundell, I bind thee to my loue, 
Once more farwell, 

Arun, Heauens giue your grace ſucceſſe, 

Commend vs to the Queene and to your Sonne, - 
Within one weeke, I hope war will be done. 
Bre, Come my Lords, (hall vs march. Exi.Northumb. 
Nor : I, I, for Gods ſake on. 
Tis more then time my triendes, that we were gone, 
Exemnnt Ones. 
Enter Trealurey and Porter, 
Tre: What ho Porter ! openthe gate. 
Por, Tbeſeech your honour to pardon me, 
The Counſell hath giuen tit commaund 
Not any ſhallpaſle Fi way. 

Tre. Why you idle fellow, am I not ſent vppon the 
Queenes affaires, commanded by the Lords? and know 
You not that Iam Treaſurer ? come open the Gate, you 
doe you know not what, 

Par, Well my Lord, I doc aduentuge on your _ 
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of Sir Thomas Wyat; 
The Dukes diſpleaſure : all the Counſel-boord 


Befides, may be my heauic enemies, 
But goe a Gods name, Ithe worſt will proue, 
And ifIdie, Idiefor him T loue, 
Tre. 1 thanke thee, and will warrant thee from death, 
Is my Horſe ready ? 
Poy: It is my Lord, 
Tre: Then wHl I flie this fearefull Counſell boord, £x- 
Par: My heart miſgiues me,I haue done amiſle, (ic Tre, 
Yet being a Counſelor; one of the number 
Nothing can prooue amiſle, 
Now ſhall I know the worft. 
Heere comes my Lord of Arundell, 


Enter eArundell, 

eArwn: Porter, Did the Lord Treaſurer paſſe this way? 

Por : But now my gratious Lord, 

eArnm: Vngratious Villaine, follow, 
Bring him backe againe, 
If nor, by faire meanes bring him backe by force : 
And heare you firra, as you goe, will the Lord Maior 
and ſome Aldermen of his Bretheren, and ſome eſpe. 
ciall Cittitzens of note, to attend our further pleaſures 
preſently. The Treaſurer fled: the Duke is but newly ar- 
reſted, ſome purpoſe, on my life, to Croſle their plots: 
weele ſet ſtrong watches, ſee Gates and walles well 
mand : tis ren toone bur princely innocence, 
Is theſe ſtrange turmoiles wileſt violence Ex: porter, 


Enter Wincheſter, Arundell, and other Lords : the 
Lord Treaſurer kneelmg at the Counſell 
T able, 


Arn: Though your attempt, Lord Treaſurer be ſuch, 
That bath nv colour in theſc troubloustimes, 


Bur an appaxant purpoſe of reuolt, 
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From the deceaft Kings will, and our degree, 

Yer, foryour area C cunketior ot note, 

One of our number, and ofbighdegree, 

Beforc we any way preſumeto udge, - 
We gine you leaueto ſpeake in your behalfe, 

Tye, My Lord, the b: nelle of theſe troublous times, 
Binding vs al Gil tore! pectthe oo00d of common wealec: 
Yet doth it not debar priuare regard of vs & of our own 
The generall weale is treatur d in your breſt, 

And all my ableſt powers haue bin imployed 
To ſtir them there , yet liaue I borne a part, 
Laying the commons troubles next my heart, 
My ouerſi oht in parting without leaue : 

| Was no contempt, but onely for an houre, 

' To order home aices, thee none of mine, 

In theſe nice times ſhould vnto faction clime, 

Aru. Nay my good Lord, be plaine with vs, Ipray, 
Are you not grieu d that we have giuen conſent 
To Lady Tanes election ? 

Trea, My Lords I am not, 

eArun, Speakelike 2 Gentleman , ypon your word 
Are you nor di{content ; 

Tre. Troth tobe plaine, Iam notpleaſ'd, 
That two ſuch princely Maides lineally deſcended, 
From our royall King, and by his teſtimonie, 
Confirmed heyre, if that their Brother dying Iflules, 
And one that nedlerdrews mt, itneuer defired 
The rule of Soucraignertie, 
But with virgins teares hath oft bewaild her miſerie, 
Should politickly by vs be nam d a Queene. 

Arun, You haue 1aid nobly, fir and take your place. 


Erter Porter, 
Por. My Lords, Sir Thomas Wyat craues accede vnto 
your honours. 
Arwn, Let him come ncarc, 
Enter 


| —— 


of Sir Thomas Wyart. 


Enter Wyat, 
Por, Roome for Sir Thomas Wyar, 
Wyat. Aduine fpiritteachyour honours truth, 
Open! your eyes of iudgement to beholde 
he truc Legitimate Mary your V ndoubred ſoueraigne, -_ 
eArun : Ariſe fir Thomas, fit and take yourplace. 
Now to our former bulineſle : [ 
The obligation wherein we all ood bound 
To the deceaſed late Kings will, and our decree, 
His couſen ITane, and the ewoabſentDukes | 
Cannot be conceel'd without great reproach ; 
Tovs and to our Iſſue, 
We haue ſworn in preſence of the ſacred hoſt of heaucn 
Vnto our late young Lord, to boththe Dukes, | 
Thar no impeachment ſhould diuert our heartes 
From the impeachment of the Lady Iane, 
To this end we haue ceaſed her in the rower, | 
By publike proclamation made her Queene : 
To this end we hauc armed the Duke with power 
Giuen them commiſſion vnder our owne hangdes ( ner 
To paſſe againſt the Lady, You performe in hoſtile ma« 
And 10 doubr. the ſpleene of the vndanted ſpirit 
Ot Northumbers Earle, will not be called 
With writings of repeale. 
Advice in this, I holde it better farre 
To keepe the courſe werunne then ſeeking change, 
Hazard our lives, our heires and the Realmes. 
What. ln aQions roaving from the bent of truth, 
We haue no preſident thus to perſiſt 
Bur the bare name of worldly policie, 
If others haue ground from Tuſtice, andthe law, 
As well divine as politicke agreeing, 
They are for no caufe to be difinherired, 
If you not ſcauen yeares ſince tothat effeR, 
Swore to the Father to maintaine his ſeede, 
What diſpenſation hath acquited you 
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From your firſt ſacred yowes ? 
Youle ſay, the will extorted from a childe, 
O let mineeyes in naming that ſweete youth, 
Obſerve their part, 
Powring downe teares ſent from my ſwelling hearr. 
Gods mother, I tearme childe ? but ile goe on, 
Say that the will were his, forced by ne tricke, 
But for religions loue his ſimple aQ, 
Yet note how much you erre. 
You were ſworne before to a mans will, 
Andnot a will alone, 
Burt MP an a@t of Parliament. 
Beſides this ſacred proefe, The Princely Maides, 
Had they no will nora to prooue their right ? 
Haue birth-rights no priuiledge, being a plea ſo ſtrong, 
As cannot be refeld, but by plaine wrong ; 
Now were you toucht, The Lady in tower, 
Alaſſe ſhee's innocent of my claime, 
Truft me, ſhee'd think it a moſte happy life, 
Toleaue aQueenes, and keepe a Ladies name» | 
And for the Dukes, your warrants ſent them feorth, 
Let the ſame warrant call them backeagaine, 
If they refuſe to come, the Realme, not they 
Muſt be regarded. Be ftrong and bold : 
We are the peoples fators. Saue our Sonnes 
From killing one another, be affraide, 
Totempt both heauen and earth, ſo I haue ſaid. 
eArmn: Why then giue order that ſhe ſhall be Queene, 
Send for the Maior, her errors wele forger, 
Hoping ſhe will forgiue, (der by. 
Wiat. Neuer make doubt, ſetting her ceremonious or- 
She is pure within, and mildly chaſt withour, 
eArun: Giueorder to keepe faſt the Lady lane, 
Diſſolue the Counfell, Let ys leau* the Tower, 
And in the Citic hold our audience. 
Fat, You have adutſed well honorable Lordes, 
So 


of Sir Thomas Wyar. 


So will the Cittizens be wholly ours, - 
and if the Dukes be Croſſe, weele Croſſe their powers. 

Enter Bret, C lown & Souldzerr* Exexnt Omnes 

Br: Lance perſado, quarter, quarter 

Clo : What ſhall we quarter Captaine? 

Bre: Why the Souldiers ? 

Clo, Why they are not hang'd nor drawne yet ; 
' Bre. Sir Imeane quarter them, that the offended multi- 
tude, may paſle inſafetie. (men 

Clo.May we not take tooles of the pies & the aple-wo- 

Bre.Netin anyſorte,the Dukes pleaſure will paſſe free, 

{ls : The c6mons ſhall be vſed with all c6mon curtefie 
Thar goes in rank like beanes and cheeſe-cakes on their 
heads in ſteade of Cappes, 

Bre, Sirra, this is a famous Vniuerſitie, & thoſe ſchol- 
lers, thoſe lofty buildings and goodly houſes, 
Founded by noble Patrons Burt no more. Ser 
a ſtrong watch, That be your cheefeſt care. 

Enter a ( aunt» yman and a Iaides 

Aan. Whats heere Souldiers ? 

Bre, Feare not, good ſpeech, theſe rude armes I beare, 
Iſt not to fight? Sweer, gentle Peace away, 

Bur to ſuccour your liues, paſle peaceably away. 
Clo: Cric God ſaue the Queene as you goe, and God 
ſendyou a good market. (ſenſe 
Man,God ſaue the Queene, what GET lies the 
When we haue none, it can be no offence, (looth, 
Cl:.Whar carry youthere in your basket? Ma.Egs for- 

(ts. Well, crie God ſaue Queene Iane as you goe, and 
God ſend you a good Market. 

CAMa.ls the right Queene called Iane?a lacke for woe, 
at the firſt ſhe was not Chriſtened ſo, Exar 

Br. Thus old and young, till deſcant on hername, 
Norlend no eare, when wee her ſtile proclaime. 

I feare, I feare, Fear Bret, what ſhouldſ thou feare ; 


Thou haſt a breſt compoſ'd of adamant, Fall 
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Fil! what ill betide, my anchor 15 caſt, 
and 1 in Harbor rite, Exermt ommer, 
Pater N orthumbcrl..z:d ind IWrat, 

1,4, My Lordris true, you lentvnto the Counſell for 
Nh 1h whics. what ſuccaur, what ſupplics; Hoppic 'she 

id 21 1143 necke out of the coller, & make his peace 

Nia1ic, 

Tor How hands the Treaſurer addicted to vs 

I/y2 : Thad forgot: when we weare at counſell, 
He ftole away, and went home to his houſe, 

And by much intreatic was woon to returne, 

Inb! icfe they all incline roQueene Mary 
My Lord farwell, each haſtic houre : 
Will coulder tydings tell, Fxit Wat 

Nav: C ome they in thunder, we will meete with them; 
Inthe loudeſt language that their ordinance ipeakes, 
O.rs ſhall antwere theirs, 

Call me a Herald, and in the market-place Proclaime 
Quecene Iane. The ſtreetes arc full, 

[1c towne is populous, the people gpe for nouclue, 
Irrn * ts [peake to them, 
That theymay anſwere with an echoning crie, 
God tauc O:ucenc lane, God fauc her Maicſtie. 

4 T,umpt ſow d', andno aniſwere, 


we... 1 [nnd -taparice, and none anſwere, 
S Cc rcport of Trumpets / 
froctniettne; homie, vant they wretoſpeake? 
C1 436 conlts on funous Colledoes, 
1 oth how Vand what, and when to ſpcake, 
Volt yer ee hy lnroceede, 


a Imomucr what cloſe enuic hath decreed. 
Amir ole ry Sonny, what newes ? 
| Enter e Ambr 1c, 
Amb, () my thricc honoured Father. 
Var: Roy, ſpeake the worſt, 
That which ſounds deadlyeft, let me heare that firſt, 


Amb, 


ES 
— _ 


of Sir Thomas Wyat; 


Amb. The Lords haue all reuolted from your faRtion 

Ner. Weeinourſelues are ſtrong, 

Am, In Baynards Caſtle was a counſel! held, 
Whether rhe Maior and Sheriffes did reſorr, 
Andewas concluded to proclaime Queene Mary. 

Nor: Then they reuolt the alegeance from my Daugh- 
ecr, and gine it ro another : i 

eAm: Tine my thrice honoured Father, 

zefides, my brother Guilford and his wife 
Where ſhe was proclaimde Queene, are now 
Cloſc Priſoners, namely in the Tower, 
Nor: God take them to his mercie, they had neede, 
Of grace andpartience, for they both muſt bleede, 
Poore Innocent ſoules, they both from euile are free, 
eAm. O my thrice honoured Father ! might I aduiſe 

You, flie to your manner, there ſtuddie for your ſaftie, 
Nor : Boy, thou faiſt well, 

And fince « Lords haue all reuolted fromme, 

My (clfe will now renolt againſt my ſclfe. 

Call me a Herald to hill their cmpriecares, 

Aſh me Sonne, wy c00d Lord Huntinoton, 

Eucn in this mai ket Towne proclarme Queene Mary, 

A trumpet ſaunles 4 party, the Hrald proct umes, 
He, * Mar; by che grace of God, Queene of England, 

France and Ircland, defendres of the Faith. Amen. 
Wiuhin a ſhemte and a flouriſh, 
Nor: Amen, 1 bearca part, 
I with my congue, I doe not with my hearr, 
Nov they can crie, now they can baule and yell, 
Bafe minded flaucs, ſincke may your foules to hell, 


Enter Maiſter Roole with Letters, 
Roe, My honored Lord, the Counlell greetes you wit!: 
theſc Letts, 
Nor. Stay Maiſter Rooſe, cre you depart receiue an an- 
ſwcrc andicward, He readeth the Letter, , 
c " 
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In the Soueraigne name of My our Queene 
You ſhall vppon the ſight hereof, 

Surceaſe your armes, diſcharge your Souldiers, 
Andpreſently repaire vnto the Court, 

Ocrcelſeto be held as an Arch-Traitor. 

No. Tis ſhort & ſhirp, Mailter Rooſe, we do obey your 
Warrant:but I pray cel mee, how doth all our friendes at 
Court; is there not a great mortalitie amongſt them; 
Is there not a number ofthem 4deade of late fiace I came 
thence ? 

Ro, My gratious Lord not any. 

Nor. O maiſter Rooſe, it cannot bee, Iwill affure you 
At my departurethence, I left living there at leaſt 
Fiue hundred friendes, and now I haue not one, 
Simply nor one : friendes ! ha, ha, ha, Commiſſion 
Thou muſt be my friend. 

And ſtand betiwixt me and the ftroake of death, 
Werethy date out, my liues date were butſhort, 
They are colde friends, that kils their friendes in ſport. 

Am, Heere comes your honoured friend the Earle of 
- Arundell, Enter » Arundell, 

Nor, My honourd friend ! 

Arn. Iam no friend to Traitors : in my moſte high & 
Princely Soueraignes name, 

I doe arreſt your honour of high Treaſon, 

Nor. Acraitor Arundell?haue I not your hand ia my 
Commiſhon ? ler me peruſe it. as Itak'ttis heere, 

And by your warrant haue ſo ſtrit proceeded. 
Is the limiſt of my warrant broke ; anſweere me. 

Arzn. It may be that it hath pleaſed her Maicſtic 
To pardon vs, and forto punniſh you, 

I know no other reaſon, this I muſt, 
] am commaunded, and the a& is Iuft, 

Nor, And I obey you : when we parted laft 
My Lord of Arun «h, our farwell was 
Better then our greetipg now, ; 


— 


k of Sir Thomas Wyar. 

Then you cride God ſpeede, 

Nowyou come on meere you ſay take heede : 

Then you did owe me your beſt bloods : nay greeu'd 
* You could not ſpend them in my ſeruice, 

Othen it was a double death to ſtay behinde, 

But Iam ouertooke and you are kinde, 

I am, beſhrew you elſe, bur I ſubmit, 

My crime is great, and I muſt anſwere it. 

Aras, You muſt with your three Sons, be guarded ſafe 
Vnto the Tower : with you, thoſe Lords Knights 
That in this fationdid aſſociate you, 

For ſo I am inioyn'd. 
Then —_— lerys conduQ you thither. 

Nor. O my Children ! my ſoule weepes endleſſetearer 
Foryou. | 
O ke | Seſſions, when all ſoules 
Stand at the bar of Iuſtice, - 

And hold vp their new immortalized handes, 

O then ler the remembrance oftheirtragick endes 

Be rac'd out of the bed-rowle ofmy finnes : 

When ere the blacke booke of my crime's vnclaſpe, 

Let not theſe ſcarlet Letters be found there : 

Of all the reſt, onely that page be cleere, 

But cometo my arraignement, thento death, 

The Queene and you haue long aim'd at this head, 

If ro my Children, ſhe ſweet grace extend, 

My ſoule hath peace, and Itmbrace my end, Exemnt, 
Enter the Duke of Saffolky. 

S»ff. Three daics are paſt, Monday, Tucſday & Wed- 
Yer my proteſting ſeruant is not come, (neſday too 
Himſelfe conducted me to this hard lodging, 

A ſimple Cabin, for ſo great a Prince, / 

And then be ſwore, but oathes you ſee are vaine, » 

That he would hourely come and viſite me : 

I that was wont, to ſurfer in eſtate, 

Am now through hunger almoſt deſolate, 
Ca. tne 
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Enter Homes (weating with bottell and Bag. 7 


” Hom. My Lord. 
S:ff N-d Homes, ſpeake haſt thou brought me meate? 
| Hom: With much adoe my Lord, meat, bread & wine, 

While you refreſh your ſelfe, I will recorde 
The canſe of my long ſtay. 

S»ff. Iprethce doe, neede bids meeate, 
Neede bids me heare thee too. 

Hom. The night I left you in the hollow tree, 

My houſe was ſearched, 
"Suff. Goe on, goe on, 

Hom : And I no ſoonerentred but attached, 
Threatned the Rack : and if I did not yeeld 7 
Your gracious ſelfe into their graceleſſe hands. ? 

Suff: And thou haſt don't, thou haſt berraied me, 

Hm, Doneit!oberraieyou?O noe! 

Firſt would I ſee my loued wife and Children 
Murdered, and tos'd on ſpeares, before I would 
Deliuer your grace vnto their handes, 4 
For they intend your death, 

Svff: Goe on. goe on. | 

Hom: and offter'd a thouſand Crownes to him that can 
Bring newes of your abode, twas offer'd in my hands: 
Which 1 beſcech may ſtop my Virall breath, : 
When I am fcede with golde to worke your death, 


Enter Sheriff: and Officers, 


Sher : See yonder fits the Duke. 
Seff : Tkifſe thee in requitall of this loue,” 
Hom : and in requitall of ſo great a grace, 

T kifle your hand that dares to kifle my face, 
She: So ludas kiſt his Maiſter: ceaze the Duke, 
Suff: Ahme ! Ned Homes weareyndone, 

» Boththou and I betraide, * 


Shes 


Wk 


of Sir Thomas Wyat: 


$9e. My Lord, late Duke of Suffolke, in her highneſle 
Name I doe arreſt you of high Treaſon, 
S»ff: 1 doe obey, and onely craue this kindneſle, 
You would be good vnto my Seruant Homes, 
Where in rel-caing me, hath but performde 
The duetie of a ſeruant to his Lord. 
She, Youaredeceiv'd fir in your ſeruant much, 
Hee is the man that did berray you, 
Heere Maiſter Homes, tewards your thouſand pounds, 
Heere is a hundred markes, 
Come to the Exchequer, you ſhall haue the reſt, 
Sf: Haſtthou betraide me? yet with ſuch a tongue, 
So {moorhly oilde, ſlight of my dangers feare, 
Q break my heart, this griefe's too great to beare, 
He: Pardon me my Lord. 
S«ff: God pardon thee, and lay not to thy ſoule 
This grecuous finne : Farwell, 
And when thou ſpendeſt this ill got golde 
Remember how thy Maiſters life was folde, 
Thy Lord that gaue thee Lordſhips, made the great, 
Yet thou betraid(t him as he fat at meate, 
On to my grave, tis time that I were dead, 
When he that held my heart betraies my head. 
Hom, O God, O God, that ever I was borne, 
This deede hath made me ( ſlaue ) roabiett ſcornes 


E xexvit omne!s 
Enter the Clowne. 


| (at Opoore ſhrimpe, how artthou falneaway for 
want of mouching ? O Colen cries our moſt tiranically, 
the lictle gut hath no mercie:'whar's heere? vittailes ? O- 
rare! O good ! Feed chops, drinke throate, good vict- 
ailes makes good bloud, 
Enter Homes w:th 4 halter about his neeke. 
But ſtay, who's hcere?more Sheriffes,more ſearckers? 


© no, this is Hewes that betraude his honeſt Maiſter? 
| E-5 C3 How 


"3 
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How, with a Halter about his necke ? I hope hee doth 
not meane to hang himſclfe? ile ſtep a ſide, 
He, This is the place, where I betraide my Lord, 
This is the place where oft I have releeu'd : 
And villaine I, berraide him tothe Iawes of death, 
But heere before I further will proceede 
Heere will I burie this inticing gould, 
Lye there damn'd fiend never ſerue humaine more. 
Clo, This is rare,now in this moode if hee would hang 
Himſelfe twere excellent, 
Ho : Shall I aske mercie? no it is too late, 
Heauen will not heare, and Iam deſperate. 
He fir:ngl:1 bumſelfe. 
Clo $o,ſo,avery good ending,would all falce Seruants 
might drinke of the ſame ſauce, 
Gold, you are firſt mine, you muſt helpe 
To ſhitt my ſclfe into ſome counterfeite ſuite 
Of apparel, and thento London : 
Ifmy olde Maiſter be hanged, why ſo : 
If not, why ruſticke and luſticke : 
Yet before I goe, Idoe nor care if Ithrowe this Dog in 
A Ditch:come away diſſebler: this cannot chuſe but be 
A hundred pound it wayes ſo heauy. Exean with him. 


Enter Qucene Mary, Wincheſter, Norfolks, Pembroke, 
Wyat, Arundell, Attendants, 


May. By Gods afiftance, and the power ofheauen, 
After our Troubles we are ſafely ſer, 
In our inheritance, for which we doe ſubſcribe 
The praiſe and benefit ro God, next thankes 
Toyou my Lordes, Now ſhall che ſanQuuarie, 
And the houſe of the moſte highbe newly built, 
The ancient honours due ynto the Church, 


Buried 


of Sir Thomas Wyat. 


Buried withinthe Ruine Monaſtaries, 
Shall lift their ſtately heads, and riſc againe 
To aſtoniſh the deſtroyers wandring eyes, 
Zeale ſhall be deckt in golde, 
Religion nor like a virgit rob'd of all her pompe, 
But briefly ſhining in her TJemmes of ſtate, 
Like a faire bride be offerd to the Lord, 
To build large houſes, pullno Churches downe, 
Rather in rich the Temple with our Crowne. 
Better apoore Queene, then the Subies =" 
Win, May it pleaſe your graceto giue releaſe 
Vnto ſuch ancient Byſhops that haue loſt their 
Honours in the Church affaires, 
” Ma. We have giuen orderto the Duke of Narfolke to 
releaſe them. | 
eAre: Your ſacred Highneſſe will no doubt be minde- 
full of the late Oath you tooke at Framin 
Aa. O my Lord of Arundell, wee remember that, 
But ſhall a $ubic force his Prince to ſweare 
Contrarie toher conſcience and the law ? 
Wee heere releaſe ynto our faithfull people, 
one intire Subſidie, 
Due ynto the Crowne in our dead Brothers daics, 
The Commonalzie ſhall not be ore-burdned 
In our reigne, let them be liberall in —__— 
And wee will ſpare their treaſure tothemiclues : 
Better a poore Prince then the Nation poore, 
* The Subie&s Treaſure, 1s the Soucraignes ſtore. 
- eAran, What is your Highneſle pleaſure abourtbe 
Rebels ? 
Mar, The Queene-like Rebels, 
Meane you not Queene lene ? 
eArun: Guilford & /ave, with great Northumberland, 
And hauty Suffolkes Duke, 
Ma: The Duke of Suffolke is not yet apprehended, 


Therefoge my Lords, —_ 
| < 
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Some of you moſt deare tovs inlove, 
Be carcfull of that charge : 
The reſt weele leaue for tryall ofthe otherpriſoners, 
IWia: The Lady lane molt mightic Soueraigne, 
Alyde to you in blood : for ſhes the 
Daughter of your Fathers Siſter. 
AMary the Queene of France : Char/er Rrandons 
Wife your Neece, your next of bloud,-xceprt your ſiſter 
Dcſerues ſomepittie,ſo doth youthfull Guilferd. 
Win. Such pitty as the law alowes to Traytors. 
Norf. They were miſ-led by their ambitious Fathers, 
Wn. What Sonne to obey his Father proues a Traitor, 
Mult buy their diſobedience with their death, 
Wiat. My Lord of Wincheſter ſtill thirfts for bloud, 
Mar. Wiat no more, the law ſhall be their Iudge, 
Mercie to meane offenders weele oftend, 
Not ynto ſuch that dares -vſurpe out Crowne, 
eArun. Count Fgmondthe Embaſſador fromSpaine, 
Attends your highneſſe anſwere, brought thoſe 
Letters ſent from the Emperor 
In his Sonne behalfe, 
CAlar: Inthebchalfe of louely Princely Philip, 
Whoſe perſon wee haue ſhrined in our heart? 
Art the firſt ſight ofhis delighttull pifture 
That piture ſhould haue power to tingle 
Loue in Royall breſts : the Dartes of loue are wordes, 
pictures, conceite, heele preuaile by any, 
Your counſell Lords about this forraine buſineſſe, 
eAran. Ilay and itlike your royall Maicſtic, 
A royall treatie, and to be confirm'd, 
AndI alowe the match. 
Wis, Alow it Lordes, we haue cauſe 
Tothanke our God, that ſucha mightie Prince 
As Phillipis, Sonne to the Emperor, 
Heire to wealthy Spaine, and many ſpacious 
Kingdomes, will youchſafe —— 
Wal. 


tc 


of Sir Thomas Wyar. 


Wya, Vouchlafe ! my Lord of Wincheſter, pray 
what ? 
Win, To grace our mightie Soucraigne with his 
honourable Title. 
j Wie, To marrie with our Queecne : meane you not 

o? 

Win, T1doe, what then ? 

Wiat : O God ! 1s ſhee a beggar, a forſaken Maide, 
that ſhe hath neede of grace from forraine Princes ? 
By Gods deare mother, O God pardon ſweare 1, 
Methinkes ſhe is a faire and louely Prince, 

Her onely beautie ( were ſhe of meane birth) 
Able to make the greateſt Potentate, 

I the great Emperor of the mightic Cham, 
That Path more Nations vnder his Commaund, 
Then ſpaniſh Philip rlike to inherrit townes, 
To come and lay his Scepter at her feer, 

And to intreate bw eo vouchſafe the grace 

To take him and his — to her mercy. 

Win, Wyaryou are too hot, 

Wia: And you to proude, vouchſafe? O baſe / 

I hope ſheele nor vouchlafe to take the Emperors 
ſonne to her deare mercie. 

Mar. Proceede my Lord of Wincheſter I pra'y. 

Win, Then ſtill I ſay, we haue cauſe co thanke our 
God, 

That ſucha mightie Prince will looke ſo lowe, 
As toreſpeRt this land aad our Queene, 

Wia: Pardon me Madam, hee reſpects your Iland 
morethen your perſon? thinke of that, 

' Neyf. Wir, you wrong the affeion of thePrince, 
For he deſires, noe fortreſles nor townes, 
Nor to beare any office, rule or ſtate, 


Either by pexſon orby Subſticure, 
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Nor yet hiwſclfe to be a Counſellor in our 

affaires, 

Wiat, What neede hee ( Noble Lords) toaskethe 

Fruite, when he demaundes the tree ? 

No Caſtle, fortreſſes,nor Towers of ſtrength, 

It bootes not, whenthe chiefeſt Tower of all 

The key that opens vnto all the Land, 

I meane our Gratious Soueraigne muſt be his, 

But he will beare no office inthe land, 

And yet will marry with the Queene of all, 

Nor be of counſell in.the Realmes affaires, 

And yet the _— incloſed in his armes : 

I doe not like this ſtrange marriage, 

The Fox is ſuttle, and his head once in, 

The {lender body eafily will follow. 

I grant, he offers you 1n name of dowre, 

The yearely ſumme of thteeſcore thouſand Due= 

cats. | 

Befides, the ſexenteene famous Prouinees, 

And that the heire ſucceeding fromyour loynes, 

Shall haue the Soucrcigne rule of both the 

Realmes, 

What, ſhall this mooue your Highnefle to the 

match | 

Spaine is too farre for England to inherit, 

But England neare enough for Spaine to woe. 
Wm, Hasnotthe Kinges of England (good Sir 
T homas ) 

Eſpous d the Daughters of our Neighbour Kinges ? 
Wa. I graunt, your predeceſſorfoft haue ſought 

TheirQueene from France, 

And ſometimes to from Spaine, 

But neuer could Iheare that England yet 

Has bin ſo baſe, to ſeeke aKing _ cither : 


of Sir Thomas Wyat, 


Tis policie deare Queene, no loue at all, 


?F/m, Tis love great Queene, no pollicie at all, 
Wiat, Which of you all, dares wſtifie this 


match, 


And not be toucht in conſcience with an oath ? 


RememberO remember I beſeech you, 
King Henries laſt will, and his at at Courr, 

I meane that royall Court of Parliament, 
That does prohibit Spaniards fromthe Land, 
That Will and AR, to which you all are 


{\worne, 


And doe not damme your ſoules with periurie, 


Mary. Bur that wee knowethee Wyatto be 
true. 
Vnto the Crowne ofEngland and to vs, 
Thy ouer-beldaefle ſhould bee payde with 
death. 


Bur ceaſe, for feare your liberall tongue of- 


fend, 
With one confene my Lordes you like this 


match f 
Ormes, We doe great Sourraigne, 

Muy, Call io Count Egmond Honorable 
Lords. 


Enter Egmond. 


Wee have determined of your Ambaſhe, 
And thus | plight, our loue to Phuleps heart, 


Imbarke youſtraight, the winde blowes wondrous 


faire : 
Till he ſhall Jandin England, Iam all care, 
Excum all out Str Thomas Wyat, 
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Wis. And creheeland in England, Iwill offer 

My loyall breſt for him to treade vpon, 

O who ſo forward What as thy ſelfe, 

Toraifc this troubleſome Queene in this her 

Throane ? 

Prilly is a Spaniard, a proud Nation, 

Whome naturally our Countriemen abhorre, 

Aſſiſt me gratious heauens, and you ſhall ſee 

What hate I beare vnto their Slauerie, 

Ile into Kent, there muſter vp my friendes, 

Toſauethis Countrie, and thi» Realme defend. 
Exit Sir Thomas Wyats. 


Enter Guilford, Dudley, Jane, and 
| Loefrenant; 


Guil. God morrow to the Patron of my woe. 
_ God morroweto my Lord, my louely Dud- 
ey. | 
Why doeyoulookeſo ſad my deareſt Lord? 

Gil. Nay why doth ave, thus with a heauie eye, 
And adeieRted looke, ſalute the day ? 
Sorrow do.h ill become thy filuer from, 

Sad griefe lyes dead, ſolong as thou liues fayre, 
In my /a»-1ioy, I doc not care for care. 

lane, My lookes ( my loue ) is ſorted with my heart, 
The Sunne himſelte, doth ſcantly ſhow his face, 
Out of this firme grate, you may perceive the Towe 

er Hill, 
Thronged with ſtore of people, 
As if they gap'd for ſome ſtrange Noueltle. 

Guil. Though ſlcepedoe fildome dwell in menof 


Care 


Yer Ididrhis night fleepe, andthis night dream 


— 


of Sir Thomas Wyar, 


My Princely father great (Northumberland ) 
Was marryed to a ſtately Bride : 
And then me thought, iuſt on his Bridall day, 
A poyloned / wang did take his life away. 
Lae, Let not fond viſions ſo appale my Loue, 
For dreames doe oftentimes contrarie prooue, 
= The nights areteadious, and the daics arc 
ad, 
And ſee you how the people ſtand in heapes, 
Each manſad, looking on his oppoſed obicR, . 
As if a generall paſſion poſſeſt them ? 
Their eyes doe ſceme, as dropping as the Moone, 
A3 if prepared for a Tragedie, 
For neuer ſwarmes of people there doe tread, 
But to rob life, and to inrichthe dead 
And ſhewe they wept. 
Lef. My Lord they did ſo, for Iwas there; 
Gus. Ipra'y reſolue vs good Maiſter Lieftenant 
Who was it yonder, that tendered yp his life 
To natures death ? 
Lief. Pardon mee a Lord, tis fellony to acquaint 
you with death of any Priſoner, yetto reſolue 
our grace, it was your Father, great Northumber.. 
and, that this day loſt his head, . 
7 Gwil. Peace reſt his ſoule, his finnes be buried in his 
raue, 
Ang not remembred in his Epitaph: but who comes 
heere ? 
Jane, My Father Priſoner ! 


Enter Suffolks garded forth, 


Seff O lane { now naught but feare thy Tytle and 
y ſtate, 
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Thou now muſt leaue for a ſmall graue, 
Had I bin contented to a bin great, I had ſtood, 
But now my riling, is _ downe with blood. 
Farwell, point me my houle of prayers. 
Lan, Is greefe ſoſhort ?ewa's wontto be full of 
wordes. 
Tis true, but now Deathes leſſon, bids a coulde a. 
due, 
Farwell, Thus friendes on deſperate iourneys parte, 
Breaking of wordes withteares, that ſwelles the 
heart. Exit Suffolke. 
Leef: Tris the pleaſure of the Queene that you 
part lodgings 
Till your Arrainement, wich muſt be co morrow, 
lane: Good Maiſter Lieftenant let ys pray to- 
gether, - 
Lief. Pardon me Madam I may not, they that owe 
you, ſway me, 
/: Intreate not {-ne, though ſhee our bodics 
art, 
Our ſoules ſh1ll mecre. Farwell my loue, 
{ane, My Dudley, my owne heart. Exennt omner. 


Emer Wyat with Sould:ers. 


Wiat: Hold Drumme, ſtand Gentlemen; 
Giuethe word along : ſtand, ſtand : 
Maiſters, friendes, Souldicrs, and therefore Gentle, 
men, 
I know ſome of you weare warme purſles 
Linde with golde, tothem I ſpeake nor, 
Bur toſuch leane knaues that cannot put vp 
Crofles, thus I ſay, fight valiantly, 
And by the Hwy God, you that haue all 
Yqur 


— 


of Sir Thomas Wyart. 


Your life time fluer lacket, 
Shall now get Crownes, marry they muſtbe cracket, 


Sel: No matter, weele change them for white mo- 


Ney. 
Wiat : But it muſtneeds be ſo, deare Countrie- 
men, 

For Souldiers are the maiſters of wars mint, 
Blowes are the ſtamps, they ſet vpon with bullets, 
And broken pates are when the braines lyes ſpilc : 
Theſe light crownes, that with blood are double 
vile, 
But thats not all, that your ſtout hearts ſhall earne, 
Sticke ro this glorious quarrell, and your names 
Shall ſtand in Chronicles ranck'd euen with Kings: 
You free your Countrie from baſe ſpaniſh thrall, 
From Ignominious ſlauerie, 
Who can diſgeſt a Spaniard, that's a true Engliſh- 
man ? 

Sol. Would he might choake that diſgeſts him, 

Wiat, Hee that loues freedome and his Countrie, 

Cric a at : he that will not, with my heart 
Let him ſtand foorth, ſhake handes, 
And weele depart, 

Sol, AWyat, aWyat,aWyat. 

Emer Norry ſounding a Trumpet, 

Har : Forbeare, or with the breath thy Trumpet 
ſpends, 

This ſhall let foorthtby ſoule. 
Nor : Tam a Herald, and chalenge ſafetie 
By the lawe of armes, 

Her : So ſhalt thou when thou art lawfully imploide 

Wia: Whatloude knaues that ? 

Nor: No knaue Sir T homas, I am a true man 

to my Queene, to whome thouarta Traytor, 


Sol: 


— m—_— - 
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S:1, Knocke him downe, 
Wiat, Knocke him downe, fie no, 
Weele handle him, he ſhall ſound before he goe. 
Har. Hee comes from Notrfolke and thoſe faw- 
ning Lords, in Alaries name, waying, out life tothem 
that will with baſeneſle buie ir, 
Ceazecon himas a pernitious enemie. 
IWia, Sir George be ruld, _ 
Since we profeſſe the Arte of Warre, 
Let's not be hiſt at for our ignorance, 
Hee ſhall paſle and repaſſe, iuggle the beſt he can, 
Leade him into the Cutie, Norry ſet foorth 
Set foorth thy braſen throate, and call all Rocheſter 
Aboutthee : doethy office, fill their 
Light heads with proclamations, doe, . 
iZatch Fooles with Lime-twigs,dipt with pardons, 
3ut Sir George and good fir Harry Iley, 
{f this Gallant open his mouth too wide, 
Powder the Varler, piſtoll him, fire the Roofe that's 
ore his mouth, 
Te craues the law of Armes, and he ſhall ha'r, 
ſeach him our law, to cut's throate if heprate, 
(f lowder reach thy Proclamation, 
The Lord haue merc ic vppon thee. 
Nor. Sir Thomas, I muſt doe my office. 
Her : Come, weele dor ours too, 
Wia, I, 1, doe, blowe thy felfe hence Exit, Harper 
Whorſon prou'd Herrald, —— he can /«ly, and 
giue armes, he thinkesto cut ys off by che Norry, 
elbowes, 
Maiſters and fellow Souldiers, ſay, will you leaue old 
Tom Wiat ? 
Omnes, No, no,no, 
Wia, A Mach! tis Norfolkes, Drum pon my life, 
Ipray 


— 


of Sir Thomas Wyat:; 


' pra'y ſee what Drum it is. | 
Within crie arme. 
The wordis giuen, arme, arme flies throughthe camp | 
As loude, though not fo full of dread as thunder : 
For no mans checkes looke pale, but euerie face, 
Is ifted yp aboue his foremans head, 
And euerie Souldier does on tip-toe ſtand, 
ſhaking a drawne ſword in his threatning hand, 
VhViat: At whome, at whoſe Drum ? 
Red: Ar Nortolke, Norfolkes Drum : 
With him comes Arundell, you may beholde l 
The ſilken faces of their enſignes ſhowe, | 
Nothing but wrinckles ſtragliog inthe winde, 
Norfolke rides formoſiy, his creft well knowne, if 
Proud, as if all our heads were now his'owne, } 
Wiat : Soft, he ſhall pay more forthem. 
Sir Robert Rodſton, bring our Muſcateers, | 
To flancke our Pikes, let all our archery, 
Fall off in winges ofſhor aboth fades of the yan, | of 
Togall the firſt Horſe of the enemie il 
That ſhall come fiercely on : | 
Our Canoneres, bid them to charge, charge my harts, | 
Omner, Charge, charge, | 
' 
: 


VViat : Saint George for England, F7/iat for poore 

Kent, 
Blood loſt in Countries quarrell, is nobly ſpent. ( Enter - 

[ſels : Baſe flaue, hard hearted fugitue, ( /ſely | 
He that you ſent with Norry, falſe Sir George 
1s fledto Norfolke, | | 

Red: Sir S——__ fled? 4 

VFiat : 1 nere thought better ofa Conterfeice, 
His name was Harper, was it not ? let him goes 
Hence foorth all Harpers for his ſake ſhall ſtand, 
But for plaine nine pence, throughout all the land. 

E They 
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They come, no man giue ground intheſe hot caſes, 
Be Engliſhmen and berd them to their faces, Exeunt 


Enter Norfolke, » Arnndell, Bret and Souldierr, 
Norf. Yonder the Traitor marcheth with a ſtecle 
bowe, 

Bent on his Souereigne, and his kingdomes peace: 
To wauc him tovs with a flag of truce, 
And tender him ſoft mercie, 
Were to call our right in queſtion, 
Therefore pur in a, your reſolute intendments, 
It rebellion be ſuffered to take head, 
She liues too long, treaſon doth ſwarme, 
Therefore give fignall to the fight, 

Bre. Tis good, tis good, my Lord, 

Norf. Where's Captaine Bret ? 

Br. Heere my Lord. % 

Nerf: To doe honour to you and thoſe fiue hundred 
Londoners that march after your coloars, 
You ſhall charge the Traitor in the Vantgard 
Whilft my ſelfe with noble Arundel 
And tout [ormngamw, ſecond you inthe maine, 
God and Saint George, this day fight on our fide, 
While thus we,tame a deſperate Rebels pride, 

Exi all but Bret and ſonldiers, 

By : Countrimen and friendes, 
And youthe moſt valiant ſword and Bucklermen of 
London, the Duke of Norfolke in honour bas 
promoted you to the Vangard: and why to the Van- 
gard ? but becauſe he knowes you to be eager men, 
martial! men, men of good ſtomacks, verie hot ſhots, 
verie actious fot yalout, ſach as ſcornes rod ſhrinke for 
a wetting, who will beare off any thine wi 
out Ft = t y ing with head and 

, On 


of Sir Thomas Wyat. 


" Om: Well forwards, good commaunder forwards, 

' Br, Tamtolead you, and whether ?to fight : and with 

Whome ? with Wt : and what is /Fiat ? moſt fa. 

mous and Arch-Traytor,to nobody by this hand' 

that I knowe. : 
Ommet : Nay, ſpeake out good Captaine, 
Bre: Ifay againe, is worthy Nortolke gone? 
Ommes : 1,1, gon, = 
Bre : Ifay agen, that Yiat for rifing thus 
Inarmes with the Kentiſhmen dangling thus at his 
taile, is worthy to be hang dlike a Juell in the King- 
domes care, ſay Iviell my Lads? 
" Omnesr: Forwards, forwards, 

Bre: And whoſoeuer cuts off his head ſhall haue for 

his labour 

(7: What ſhall T haue ?ile doote. 

Fre: The pox, the plague, and all the deſeaſes, the 
_ = es and Hoſpitalles can throwe yppon 

im, . 

Elo: The not doo't, thats far, 

Bre: And wherefore is Wat vp ? 

{ls : Becauſe he cannot keepe his bed, 

Bre : No, Ft is vp to keepe the Spaniards down, 
to keepe King Philip out, whoſe comming in will 
giue the Land ſuch a Philbp, twill make it recle 2- 

en. 
lo, Awould it were cometo that, wee would, wee 
wold leaue off Phillips and fall to Hot-cokles, 

= : Phillip is a Spaniard, and what is a Spani- 
ard ? 

Clo: A Spaniard is nq Engliſhman that I knowe, 
Boe : Right, a Spaniard is a Camocho, a Calliman» 
co, nay Whichis worſe, a Dondego, and what is a 


Dondego 
E 3 Clo: 
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Cle. ADondego is a kinde of Spaniſh Stockfiſh, 
or poore lohn 
Bre, No, aDondego is adeſperate Viliago, a very 
Callilian, God bleſle vs. 
There came but one Dondego into England, an.{ hee 
made all 7.z/es (tincke agen, what ſhall a whole ar- 
my of Dondegoes doe my ſweete Countrimen? 
Clo: Aorythey will make vs all ſmell abhomi- 
nably, hee comes not heere that's flat. 
Bre, ASpaniard is cald ſo, becauſe hee's a Spaniard 
his yard is but a ſpan, 
Clo: Thar's the reaſon our Engliſh women loue 
them not, 
Bre: Right, for he caries not the Engliſhmans yard a» 
bout him, if you deale with him looke for hard mea- 
ſure: if you giue an inch heele take an ell : if he gine 


'an ell, heele take an inch, Therefore my fine, ſpruce, 


dapper, finicall, fellowes, if you are now, as you 

haue alwayes bin. counted politique Londoners, to fly 
to the ſtronger ſide, leaue Arundell, leaue Norfolke, 
and loue Bret, 

Clo: Weele fling our flat Caps atthem. 

Bret, Weare your owne Neates-leather ſhooes ? 
Scorn Spaniſh Leather, cric a figge for the Spaniard; 
( ſaide I ) wellbollies ? 

Omnes, 1,1, I. 

Bre: Why then far, fiat, and euerie man dycathis 
foote, that cries not a War, a'yar. 

Onner, A Wyat,VVyar,aV/ at. 


Emer Vat. 
VVie. Sweete muſicke, Gallam fellow-Londo« 


mers, 
; Ee: 


romp 


of Sir Thomas Wyat. 


(7s. Y faith wee are the Mad-caps, we arethe licke- . 


pennies, 
VViar, You ſhall be all Lord Maiors at leaſt, 
Excunt YVyat, Bret and Souldiers. 


Alarum ſounder, and enter VVyat, Bret, Kodſton, Iſely, and 


Souldiers agaime, 


V/iat. Thoſe eight brafſe peeces ſhall doe ſervice 


now againſt their Maiſters Norfolke and Arundell, 
They may thank their heeles more then their hands 
for ſwing of therr hues, 
When ſouldiers turne ſurueyors and meaſure Lands, 
God helpe poore farmers. 
Souldiers and friendes, ler vs all play nimble bloud. 
Houndes, and hunt them ſt-p by ep, 
We heare the Lawyers plead in Armour ſteede of 
Gownes, ifthey fall out about the caſe they lar, 
Thenthey may cuffe each other from the Bar. 
Soft, this is Ludgate, Rand aloofe, ile knock. 

He knockes, 


Enter Pembrokg vpon the VV aller, 


Pem, Who knockes ? 
VViat. A VFyat,atrue friend, 
Open your gates, youlouring Citizens, 
I bring you freedome, from a forraine Prince, 
The Queene has heard your ſuite, 
And tis her pleaſure the Cittie gates, 
Stand open to receiue v5, : 
Pem, Avaunt thou Traitor, thinkes thou by for- 
gerie, 
To eater London with rebellious armes # 


E 3 Know 
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Knowe that theſe gates are bard againſt thy entrance 
And it ſhall coſt the liues of twentic thouſand true 
ſubic&3 ro rhe Queene beforea Traytor enters, 

Omme! : Shoote him through, 

IWia: Stay, lets know him firſt, 

Cl»: Kill him, then lets know him afterwards. 

Pem: Looke on my face, and bluſhing, ſee with 
ſhame, thy treaſons ChareRer'd, 

Bre: Tis the Lord Pembroke. 

Wiat : What baue wee to doe with the Lord Pem- 
broke, wheres the Queenes Lieftenane ? 

Pem: Iam Licftenant ofthe Citie now. 

Wiat : Arc you Lord Maior ? 

Pem. The greateſt Lord that breathes enters not 
heere, without expreſſe commaund from my deare 
Queene, 

Wiat, She commaundes by vs. 

Pem : 1Idoe commaund thee in her highneſſe name, 
Tolecauethe Cirtie gates, or by my honour, 

A peece of ordinance ſhall be ſtraite diſchargd, 
To be thy deathes man, and ſhoote thee to thy grave, 

Wia. Then heer s no entrance, 


Pemb: No, none, Exit Pembroke, 
Bre: What ſhould weedoe following /7/at any 
longer. 


Fiat. O London, London, thou perfidious Town, 
Why haſt thou broke, thy promiſeto thy friend ? 
That for thy ſake, and for thy generall ſake, 
Hath thruſt my ſelfe into the mouth of danger ? 
March backe toFleert-ſtreete, if that Far dic, 
London vniuſtlie, buy thy treacherie, 

Bre : Wold I could ſteale away from Ye, it ſhould 
be the firſt thing that I would doe, 
Heve they all ſteals away from Wyat and leane hins alone 
Pla 


4 MS a 


of Sir Thomas,Wyat. 


VVia: Wheres all my Souldiers ? what all gone, 
And left my Drum and colours withour guard ? 
O infilicitic of careful men / 
Yer willl ſell my honoured blood as deere, 
As cuerdid Fairhfull ſubieRtro his Prince, Exit Wyat. 


; Enter Nerfolks and Iſel. 


I. Pembroke reuolts, and flies to Y7yats fide. 
Nerf: Hee's dambd in hellthat ſpeakes it. 


Emer Harper. 
1: O my good Lord /tis pred, 
That Pembroke and Count Arundell both are { 
fled '1 
| 


Enter Pembroke and Arxndell. 


Pem: Sfoote who ſaid ſo ? what diuil dares Rurre my 
patience ; zwounds I was talking with a crue of va. 
gabonds that lagd at Wiars taile, and am I thus paide 
for my paines ; 

Norf. And there being miſt, ſome villaine finding 
you our of ſight, hathraiſde this ſlander on you, but 
come my Lord. 

. Pem. llenot fight. 

Norf: Nay ſweete Earle. \ 

Pem, Loundes fight, and heare my name diſhonou- 
red ? 

e Aran, Wiat is marcht downe Fleete-ſtreere: after 
him, 

Pem, Why doe not you, and you, purſue him A 
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Norfol. 1fIftricke on blowe may my hand 
off, 

Pem: Andifl doe by this — 

Norf. Come leaue your ſwearing, 
Did not countries care vrge me tothis quarrell? 
For my part I would nor [trike a blowe. 


Pem, No more would I, ile cate no wrongs, 
Let's all dic, and ile die, 


Emer Meſſenger, 


Meſ. Stand on your Guard, for this way ya is 
perſude amaine, 


eA great noiſe, follow, 
Enter Wyat with bis ſword dr awne bei. 
7 being 


Withis. Follow, follow. 
Nor: Stand Traitor ſtand, or thou ſhalt nere tand 
more, 
: Wie, Lords Iyecld, aneafic conqueſttis ro win the 
eld, 
After al's loſt; Iam wounded, let me haue aſurgion, 
that I may goe ſound vnto my graue, 
Tis not ' & name of Traitor paules me, 
Nor pluckes my weapon from my hand. | 
Vſe me how you can, though you ſay Traitor, — 
T am a Gentleman. MN 
Your dreadfull ſhaking me, which I defie, 
Is a poore loſſe of life, I wiſh to die, 
Death trights my ſpirit, no more then can my bed, 
Nor will I change one haire, looſing this head, 
Pem. Come guard him, guard him, 
6 A Wia,No 


————— — — ——— — — v  — RO 


—— 


"Wie. No matter where, | 
I hope for nothing, therefore nothing feare, 
Exit onus, 


of Sir Thomas Wyar; 


Emer VVincheſter, Norfolke, eArundell, Pembroke with - 
ether Lardss, | | 


' 'Win. My Lord of Norfolke, will it pleaſe you fic 
By youthe noble Lord of Arundell, - 

Since it hath pleaſde her ſacred Maicſtie, 

To nominate vs heere Commiſſioners : 

Let vs withour /Ipartialitie be open eard, 

To whatthey can alcadge : where's the Lieftenant of 


the Tower; 


 Emter Lieftenant of the R 
| T owes, 137 


Win, Fetch foorth the ——_— 
Place them ſeuerally in chaires of ſtate. 
Clarke of the Crowne proccede as law requires; 


Enter Guilford and Lane. 
Clek: Guilford Dudly, hold yp thy hand atthe FY 


barre, 
Gui; Heereasthe barre of death Tholde it vp, 
And would ro.God, this hand heau'de tothe law, 
Might haue aduanc dit ſelfe in better place, 
For Englands good, and for my Souerugnes weale, 
Clark, lane Gray, Lady lane Gray, 
Hould vp thy hand at the Barre, 
Ianc; A hand as pure from RR Innocence, - 'E 


XUM 
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IE wean 


As the white liuerie, worne by the Angels in theie *'" 


makers fight. 

Clarke: You are heere indited by the names of 
Guilford Dudly; Lord Dudly , [ane Gray, La- 
dy [ant Gray ; of Capitall and high Treaſon, a- 
gainſt our moſt Soueraigne Lady the Queenes 
Miieſtie. | | 

Thatis to fay, that you Guilford Dudly, and 
Lady ane Gray , haue by all poſhble meanes 
ſought ro procure ynto your ſelues, the Royaltie 
of the Crowne of England , to the difinher1- 
ting of our now Soucraigne Lady the Queenes 
Miieſtie, the tre and hwfull Iffue to thar fa- 
moes King Henri the cight,and have manifeſtly 
adored your ſelues with the ſtates Garland im. 
periall, and have graunted Warrants, Commiſſi.. 
ons, and ſuch like, for leuying of men & Souldi. 
ersto bee ſent againſt the ſaide maieſtie r what 
anſwere you to this Indirerfient, guilcle or not - 
guilrie ; p77. of 4M 


L 


Gail: Our anſwere ſhall be ſenerall like our ſeluer: 


Yet Noble Earle wee confeſſe the inditement, 
May we not make ome Apologie vnto the Court ; 


Norf: It is againſt the order ofthe'Leaw, therefore 


directly pleade vatorhe Inditement, and then you 
ſhall be -_ | 

Guil, Agzinſtthe law ? | 
Wordes v:tered then, as goodyriſpoketwete, ' 
For what fo ere you fa, you know yourforrme, 
And you will follow it vnto our deathes. 

Norfo : Speake, are you guiltic oftheſe crimes 
or no ? 

Tave: We anſwere firſt I am, and Tamnot, 
Bur ſhould we ſtand ymy the laft ynguilry ? 


You 


of Sir Thomas Wyar. 


You haue large conſcience Turors to be ſmeare 
The faireſt browe with ſtile of Trecherie, 
Norfo : The Barrons ofthe Land ſhall bee your 
Jurie, 
Jane. An honorable and worthy Tryall, 
And God forbid, ſo many Noblemen : 
Should be made guiltic of our Timeleſle deathes, 
Ars. Youle aniwere to the Inditement, will you 
not ? 
Guil, My Lerd I will, I am. 
Norf. What, are you == or noe; 
Gul. 1 ſay vnguiltie (till, yet I am guiltie, 
Lowe: Slander not thy ſelfe, 
If there be any guiltic it was I, 
I was proclaimde Queene, I the Crowne ſhould 
Weare, 
Gmil: Becauſe Twas thy Husband I ftand heere; 
Lane. Our loues wee ſought our ſelues, but not our 
ride, 
And ſhall our fathers faults our lives deride, 
Guil, It was my father that made thee diftreſt, 
Jane, O but for mine, my Guilford had beene 
bleſt, 
Gail, My lane had beeneas fortunate as faire, 
lave: My Guilford free from this ſoule-greeuing 
care, 
Gwuilf: If wee bee guiltie, tis no fault of ours, 
And ſhall wee die, for whats not in our powers ? 
We ſought no Kingdome, we defired no Crowne, 
It was impoſde vpon vs by conttraint, 
Like goulden fruire hung on a barren Tree, 
And will you count ſuch forcement treacherie ? 
Thenmakethe filuexr Thames, 
F 3 
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A3 blacke as Stix, becauſe it was conſtraind to 
beare the bankes, whoſe battering ordinance 
ſhould haue bin imploid againſt the hindrers of our 
Royalrie, 

Wm: Yourtalke of ſenceleſſe things. 

Gutl: Dooe's Trecs want fence, that by the power 
of muſick? haue bene drawn to dance a pleaſing mea- 
ſure. wele come then neerer vntoliuing thinges, ſay 
wee vſurp'tthe Engliſh Royaltie, waſt not Ly your 
] tell you Lords, I haue your hands to ſhow, (conſents? 
Subſcrib'd tro the Commiſhon o! my father, 
By which, you did authoriſe him ro wage armes, 
If they were Rebellious againſt your Soueraigne, 
Who cride ſo loude as yoy, God ſave Queene /axe ? 
And come you now your Soueraigne toarraigne ? 
Come downe, come downe, here at a Priſoners barre 
Better doe ſo, then iudge your ſclues amiſſe : 
For looke what ſentence, on our heads you lay, 
Vpon your owne, may light another day, 

Win, The Queene hath pardoin'd theme 

Guil: Andwee mult die; fora leflefault, 
O partiallicie/ 

lane: Patience my Guilford, it was euer knowne, 
They that ſin'd leaſt, the puniſhment haue borne, 

Gui, Frue, my faire Queene of ſorrowe truely ſpeake, 
Great men like great Flies, 
Through lawes Cobwebs breake, 
But the thin'ſt frame, the priſon ofthe weake, 

Nor/: Now rtrult me Arundell, 
Ir doth grieue mee muchgto fie 
In judgement of theſe harmleſſe —— 

Avu : lhelpt to attach the Father, bur the ſonne = 
. Othrough my blood, 1 feele compaſſion. 
Ruamy Lords, weele þc kumble ſucers to the Queene | 

0] ns To 


of Sir Thomas Wyat. 


To ſave theſe innocent creatures from their deathes, 
Norf. Lets breake vp Court, 
If Norfolke long ſhould Ray, 
In teares and paſſion, I ſhould melt away. 
Wm: Sit ſtill, what will you take compaſſion ypon 
ſuch ? they are Heritickes, 
lane. We are Chriſtians, 
Leaue our conſcience to our ſelues : 
We ſtand not heere about Religious cauſes 
Bur are accuſed of Capirall Treaſon, | 
Win: Then you confeſle the inditement, 
Gus: Even what you will, 
Yet ſaue my /ave, al:bough my blood you ſpill. 
Lane: If T muſt die, ſaue Princely Guilfords life, 
Norf: Who is not moou'd, to fce this louing ſtrife? 
eAren: Pcay pardon me, doe what you will to day, 
And ile approue it though it be my death. 
Wu: Then heare the ſpecdy ſentence of your 
deathes, | 
You ſhall be carried to the place from whence you 
came, from thenee vnto the place of Execution, 
through London to be drawne on Hurdles, 
where thou /ane Gray ſhalr ſuffer death by fire. 
Thou Guilford Dudly hang'd and quartered, 
$o Lord hauc mercie vpon you, 
Gwl: Why this 13 well, fince we muſt die, 
That vice muſt die together, 
Win : Stay and heere the mercie of the Queene, 
Becauſc you are of noble parentage, 
Although the crime of your offence be great, 
Shee is onely plealed that you ſhall 
, Both Will ſhee pardon vs ? a 
Win: Only I ſay that youſhall looſe your heads 


Vponthe Tower-Hill, ſo convey them hence Leife- 
F 3 tenant 
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Tenant iricktly looke ynto your charge, 
Guil, Our doomes are knowne, 
Our liues have plaide their parte, 
| . 
Farwell my {anes 
| Lane : My Dudly, mine owne heart. 
| Geil: Faine would I take a cerimonious leaue, 


Burt thats to dic a hundred thouſand deathes : 
| lan 1 1 cannot ſpeake for teares. 
Lif. My Lord, come : 
Guil, Great griefes ſpeake louder 
When the leaſt aredumb'd. Erandt. 


4 

| Enter Sir Thomas W at inthe 

| Tower, 

| Wyat : The ſad afpeR, this priſon doth affoord, 

| ' Tumpes with the meaſure that my heart dooch keepe 1 
And this incloſure here of naught but ſtone, 
Yeildes far more comfort then the Rony hearts 
Ofthem that wrong d their country, and their friend: 
Heere is no periur'd Counſellors to ſweare 

A ſacred oath, and then forſweare the ſame, 

No innovators heere doth harbor keepe, 

Aſtedfaſt Glence, doth poſſeſſe the place, 

In this the Tower is noble being baſe. 


| Enter Lards to Wyat, 


| Norf: Sir Thomas Wyat. 
" Wyar. Thats my name indeede, 
| Win : You ſhould fay Traitor, 
IWyat. Traitor and Wyats name, 
' Differ as farre as Wincheſter and honor. 
Win. 1 


| "WM 


+ 


of Sir Thomag Wyat. 


Win: Tam aPiller ofthe Mother Church, 
Wyat : And whatamT, 
Win: One that ſubuerrts the ate, _ 
Wyat: Inſult not too much, ore th'ynfortunate, 
I haue no Byſhops Rocherto declare my innocen- 
cie, 
This is my Croffe, that cauſeteſſe 
I muſt ſuffer my head: loſle, 
Whenthat houre comes, wherein my blood is ſpile, 
My Croſſe will looke as bright as yours twice guile, 
Norf. Here's for that purpoſe, 
What : Is your gtaceſo ſhort ; 
Belike you come to make my death a ſport, 
Win: We come to bring you toyour execution, 
You muſt be hang'd and quartered inſtantly : 
At the parke Corner, is a gallous ſer, 
Whirher make haſt to tender natures debr, 
Wyat : Then here's the end of #yerr vp, 
Ito keepe Spaniards from the Land was ſworne, 
Right willingly I ycelde my felfe ro death, 
But ſorry ſuch, ſhould have my place of birth, 
Had London kept his word, Fyar had ; 
ſtood, : ; 
But now King Philfpemters through my blood. : 
Win : Wheres the Liefrenant ot the Tower ; | 
Exit Officers wth VV at. 


Em 


Puter Lieftenant, 


Lie : Heere my Lord, | 

Vin: Fetch foorth your other Priſoners, 

Lief. My Lord 1 will, heerelyes young Guilford, 
heere the Lady lov. 


Narfol. Conduct them forth, 
Emer 
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Enter Toung Guilford and the 
. Lady lane, 
Guil: Good morrowe once moreto my louelye 
lane, 
lane: The laſt good morrow my ſweete loue to 
thee. 
Guil: WWhat were you reading ? 
[axe: Onaprayerbooke, 
Gul: Truſt meſo was I, wee hadeneedetopray, 
For ſee, the Miniſters of death drawe neere, 
lane : Toaprepared minde death is a pleaſure, 
I long in ſoule, till I haue ſpent my breath, 
Gul: My Lord High Chancelor, you are wel- 
come LE 
What come you to beholde our execution ? 
And my Lord Arundell, thrice welcome, 
You helptto attache our Father, come you now, 
Toſee the blacke concluſion of our Tragedic ? 
Win: We come to doe our office, 
Gil : Sodoe wee, 
Our ofhce 15 to die, yours tolooke on ?* 
We are beholding vnto ſuch b. holders, 
The time was Lords, when you did lock amaine, 
To ſee her crownd, but now to kill my [axe, 
The world like to a fickell, berids ir ſelfe, 
Men runne their courſe of lives as in a maze, 
Our office is 10 1c, yours but to gaze, 
{ane, Prtience my Guilford, 
Gml. Patience my —_ [ane : 
Patience has blanche: thy foule, as white as ſnow, 
But who ſhall anſwere fr thy death ? this know, 
An innocent to dic, what is itlefle, 


Bu*t 
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of Sir Thomas Wyart: 


But to adde Angels to heauens happineſſe, 

The guiltie dying, doe applaud the law, 

But when the innocent creature ſtoopes his neck 

To an vniuſt doome ; ypon the Tudge-the checke, 

Liues are like ſoules, requird of their negleGors, 

Then ours of you, that ſhould bee our protector 5, 

Wiws. Raile not againſt the law, 
Guilfor : No, God forbidde, my Lord of Win. 
cheſter, 

It's made oflawe, andſhould I raile againſt it ? 
Twere againftyou, ifI forget not, 

Youreioyc'd to ſee that fall of Cromwell, 
Toy you now at me ? 
of dying men are fild withpropheſies, 
Bur ile not be a prophet of your il 
Yet knowe my Lordes they that behold ys now, 
May to the axe of Tuſtice one day bowe, 
And in thatplot of ground where we muſt die, 
Sprinckle their bloodes, | 
Though I know no cauſe why, 

Norf: Speake you to me Lord Guilford? 

Gui: Norfolke no, I ſpeake to ———= 

NAorf: Towhome? 

Gui: Alaſſe I doe not knowe whichof vs tw6 
dies firſt, 

Win: The better part. 

Gm: O rather kill the worſt, 

Lime: Tis Iiweeteloue, that firſt muſt kiſle the 
blocke, 

Gmilf. 1am a man, men better brooke the 

ſhocke of threatning death, 


Your ſexe are cuer weake, 
C; 


Yom 
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The thoughts of death, a womans heart will 
breake. 
Tan, But Tam armdeto die. 
Gnilf, Likelyertolive : 
Death tothe vnwilling dooth his preſence giue ; 
Hee dares not looke the bolde mas in the face, 
Bur on the fearefull laycs his killing Mace, 
Winc, Iris thepleaſure of the Queene, that the 
Lady lane muſt firſt ſuffer death, 
Lane. Ithanke her Highnelle, 
That I ſhall firſt depart this hapleſſe world, 
And not Suruiueto ſee my deere loue dead, 
ug : Shedying firſt, I three times looſe my 
cad, 


Enter the Headſman, 


Head'/m, Forgiue me LadylT pra'y your death. 

Guilf: Ha? haſt thou the heartto killa face ſa 

faire. 

Win: Ttis her Headeſ-man, 

Guilt: And demaundes a pardon, 

Onely ofher, for taking oft her head ? 
lane : I gentle Guilford, and Ipardonhin:. 
Gmil: But ile not pardon him, thou art wy 
wife, 
And he ſhall aske me pardon for thy life, 

Hed: Pardon me my Lord. 

Guns: Riſe, doenot kneele. 
Though theu ſubmir'ft, chou haſt a lowring teele 
hols fatal declynation brings our death ; 
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of Sir Thomas Wyatc © 


Grad man of earth, make haſte to make vs earth, 
MH. df. Pleaſeth the Lady Lane, ile helpe her off 
with her night-Gowne, 
lane: Thankes gentle friend, 
Bur 1 have other waiting womento attend mee, 
Good Miſtris Eliwlend me 2 helping hand, 
To firip me of this worldly ornaments 
Off with theſe robes, Q teare them from my (ide, 
Such filken covers arcthe guilt of pride, 
Inſtcede of gownes, my coucrture be earrl:, 
My werldly death ornew Celeſtiall breath, 
Whar is it off? 
Lad: Madam almoſte, 
' Jaws: Not yet, O God !howhardly can we 
ſhake off this worldes Pomp, 
Thar cleaues vnto vs like our bodies skinne ? 
Yet thus O God ſhake off thy ſeruants finne, 
Lady: Hereis a ſcarfe to blinde your eyes. 


| Laxe : From all the world, but from my Guilford: 


fighe : 
Before I faſtenthis beneath my browe, 
Let me behold him with a con{lant looke. 
= O doe nor kill me with that petious etc : 
ane: Tis my laſt farwell, take it patiently, 
My deareſt Guilfordlet vs kifſe and part, 
Nowe blinde mine eyes, neuer to {ce the $kie, 
Blindefolde thus leade me, to the blocke to die, 
Gui: Oh! He fa'lermatraxce. 
Norf : How fares my Lord? * 
eArnn: Hee's falne into a trance. 
Norf: Wake him nor, vntill hee wake himſclfe, 


O happic Guilford if thou die in this, 
G 3 


Thy 
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Thy ſoule will be the frlt in heauenly blifſe, : 


F ater the Healeſ-man with Lanes | 
head, 


| Win : Heare comes the Headeſ-man, with the 
; head of Lane : 
( Guil: Who ſpake of [ane? who namde my 
| louely Line? 
Win. Behold her head. 
| Gui, O I ſhall faint acaine ! 
Yet let me beare this fight vnto my graue 
My {weete lanes head : 
Looke Nortfolke, Arundell, Wincheſter, 
Doe malcfattors, looke 
Thus when they die, a ruddie lippe, 
Acleere refleCting eye, 
| Cheekes purer then the Maiden orient pearle, 
| That ſprinckles baſhfulnes through the clowdes. 
f Her innocence, has giuen herthislooke? 
| The like for me to ſhow ſo well being dead, 
' How willingly, would Guilford looſe his head, 
Wwr, My Lord, the time runs on, 
| Guil, So does our death, 
Heeres ouc has run ſo ſalt ſhee s our of breath, 
Bur the time goes On, 
And my faire Lees white ſoule, will be 
In heaucn before me 
| If I doe ſtay : (tay gentle wife, 
Thy Guilford followes thee, 
Though onthe earth we part, by aduerſe fate, 
| Our ſoules ſhall knock together at beauens gates 


The 
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''» of Sir Thomas Wyat. 


The skie is calme, our dexthes haue a faire day, 
And we ſhall paſſe the ſmoother on our Ways 
My Lords farwell, I once farwell toall, 
The Fathers pride has cau/de the Childrens fall, 
Exit Gmilford to Death, 

Nor. Thus haue we ſeenc her Highnefle will 
perform d, 
And now their heads and bodies ſhall bee ioynd 
And buried in one graue, as fits their loues, 
Thus much ile ſay in their behalfes now dead, 
Their Fathers pride their liues haue ſcuered, 


FINIS. 
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